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transport officer, I who had never been able to wrap
up a parcel tidily, I for whom, in kindness or self-
protection, relatives or domestics had always packed
when I left home on the shortest visits, was detailed
for a course of professional instruction which should
fit me to take charge of the baggage of an entire
battalion, and of the various alarming animals
which, in the orient, are employed to transport it,
I got a transport certificate, but I doubt whether I
should have made a very efficient transport officer.
This did not matter much, however, since I never
had to try, being despatched, almost as soon as I had
passed my examination, on active service in a series
of operations in which, as it happened, there was no
transport. It was all part of the great army principle
of giving you an elaborate training in as many as
possible of the duties you would never have to
perform. I learned a great deal about how much
bhusa you give a mule and how much a camel, how
to treat galls, and how to load ammunition boxes>
• and I was kicked on the thigh by a mule and all but
bitten by a camel. All of which painfully acquired
knowledge has long since passed from me, leaving
not a wrack behind—save only my continued ability
to tie the transport knot, the magic knot which can
never come undone. How useful, I used to think,
this will be in civilian life! And I would picture
myself, who had always been so noticeably ineffective
with string, thrusting aside the Boy Scouts with a
competent "Let me show you how we used to do
it in the army." I have been disappointed since to
find out how curiously seldom the exigencies of
civilian life do in fact seem to call for knowledge of

